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of hammered gold mounted on springs. In his right hand he
held a brocade fan. He sat there motionless, in concentrated
intensity, until at a signal from the drummers the orchestra
struck a sudden crashing chord. Mario straightened like a
startled cobra, tense and nervous, holding the fan over his head
as if to shade his eyes. The opening theme was fast and furious,

Mario Dancing Kebzyar

and Mario began to dance, waving his fan energetically, darting
glances from side to side as if at an imaginary enemy. The
tempo increased to a frantic climax, broken suddenly by a melo-
dious solo on the reyong. Mario relaxed and danced delicately,
his expression softened, and his movements became languid.
With half-closed eyes he swayed from left to right, his elbows
almost touching the mat, fanning himself or deftly arranging
the flowers on his head-dress with quivering fingers. The high
keys introduced the main theme; Mario flung his train to one
side and hopped on his crossed legs around the square, bobbing
up and down. In a coquettish mood he paused in front of the
musicians, a smile on his face and his head jerking from side to
side, finally centring his attention on the leading drummer, who,